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FALL OFF BRIT A 


N OW vengeful War, with all her Gorgon train, 

Fled from the world, and Peace reſumed her reign. 
BRITANNIA now, With joy unmix'd, ſurveys 
Her free-born ſons adorn'd with deathleſs bays. 
Where'er her floating bulwarks bend their way, 
Lo! grateful realms a willing tribute pay : 
ComMeERce, the blood that warms a Nation's veins; 
Fraught with her wealth, high o'er the Ocean reigns: 
For her e'en InD14's climes unlock their ſtores, 
And every breeze wafts treaſure to her ſhores. 
While bays and olive crown her ſea-girt Iſles, 
Proud of her arts and arms, the Ocean's Empreſs ſmiles. 
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Nor ſo th' Axch-FIEN D: with ſecret woes oppreſt, 
Rage, envy, ſhame by turns aſſail his breaſt. 


He ſees his darling ſchemes by mortals blown, 


And Hell's deep wiles by BRTTISsH arms o'erthrown. 


Tho' worlds conſpire BRITA NNIA's fame to wound, 
Her arms to bale, and her arts confound, 

He ſees her, like her rocks, each ſtorm deſpiſe, 
And ſtronger from th' unequal conteſt riſe. 


Now diſappointed anguiſh racks his ſoul, 
And fierce as Etna's flames his eye- balls roll. 
He calls the Stygian peers: Hell's vaults reply, 
And ſtraight th* impatient throng to Council fly; 
To whom th' Infernal Power, with woes oppreſt, 
Thus breathes the thoughts that labour in his breaſt: 


« Hicn Peers! Heav'n's pride of yore, enthron d in light, 
Now doom'd to regions of eternal night, PIE 
Where the proud Monarch of yon envied ſkies, 

Een Hope, the wretch's laſt relief, denies ; 
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Say—Are we then a baſe degenerate race 
of exiled ſlaves, as void of ſenſe as gtace? 
Does ought but Earth's contracted ſpan remain 
To glut our malice, and to ſooth our pain? 
And ſhall one ſpot beneath a Northern ſky 
Our ſtrength elude, and Cen our wiles defy ? 
Shall haughty BRITALIx's wave-encircled Iſle 
Spite of our arts and arms ſecurely ſmile, 

Fen when oppreſs'd reſume a brighter form, 
And, like her oaks, riſe ſtronger from the ſtorm ? 
It muſt not be, congenial Powers ! but ſay, 

Ye whoſe dire nod th' infernal Hoſts obey ; 
What arts, what helliſh charms ſhall we employ, 
To cruſh BrxiTANNIA's power, and blaſt her j Joy, 
Snatch from her hands the ſceptre of the main, 

And bind her with a never-ending chain, 
Then leave her naked, helpleſs, and forlorn, 

of Friends the pity, and of Foes the ſcorn? 
Rack d as we are, by Heaven's corroſive ſtings, 


One proſperous ſtate ſtill greater torment brings.“ 
* HE 


He ſpoke; dire murmurs thro” th Aſſembly ran, 
At laſt the ſordid Mau ox thus began: 


«Pg INces ! that we ſhould waſte our ſtrength in vain, 
And one ſmall Iſle its boaſted bliſs retain, 


Is infamous reproach, that touches all, 


4 


r AAS Vas. Area bc. ite. annie At i em « S244 ——_— 2m 
4 _ 


And nought can wipe the ſtain, but Britain's fall. 


But why new counſels form, new arts eſſay ? 


To deep- laid ſchemes e'en now ſhe falls a prey: 
Een now, thro? ev'ry vein the poiſon flows, | 
O'er ev'ry nerve a deadly languor grows, | 
And VI RTV, blaſted by Cox RU PTION's rays, 0 
Like ſnow- drops beat by vernal ſtorms, decays. 


| «TATE as o'er Earth's luxuriant orb I ſoared, 

| 5 And the deep treaſures of her cells explored, { 
NY (Bleſt treaſures ! which, unveil'd to mortal eyes, 
With heavenly beams our blackeſt crimes diſguiſe,) 
I ſaw the ſhining ore in Inp14's plain, 0 
| Where the cruſh'd Native mourns, but mourns in vain ; | 
| I ſaw 
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I faw BRNITANNIA's ſons, in happy hour, 
With faſcinated eyes the bane devour, . 
The winding veins with impious hands explore, 

And drag the baleful boon to BxT ALx's ſhore. 


“% PRouD ALBION now the tempting ſpoil ſurveys, 
Bleſt rival to the Sun's reſplendent rays! 
Not more does Phoebus draw th' ethereal train, 
Not more does Cyathia's orb attract the main, 
Than Go p, that firſt of plagues from angry ſkies, 
With ſpurious beams allures BziTannia's eyes, 


UNNERVED by drowſy Sloth in Lux'ry's bower, | 
© Whoſe joys impure pollute each ſacred hour, 
Who dares to pant for Virtue's dear-bought prize, 
Scorn every toil, and every pain deſpiſe ? 
Shall nerveleſs mortals climb the ſteep to Fame, 
Or PLEASURE s vot'ries court a deathleſs name 
Hell firſt ſhall loſe its rage, and Heaven its ſway, 
The Planet's leave their orbs, and devious Chance obey. 


C ET. cc SOON 


| 4 Soon ſhall CorruPTiON with Circzan bowl 
Unſtring the nerves, and then unhinge the ſoul. 
Next from our loins, and fair CoxrueTtION bred, 
Shall Drs$1PATION rear her empty head: 
Gay D1iss1PAT10N! buſy brainleſs power, 
That ſcatters hoarded millions in an hour. 
Ten thouſand airy phantoms gild her train, 
Ten thouſand arts to ſquander, loſe, and gain: 
Whims, fancies, frolics, faſhions, w—r—g, rambling, 
Stock-jobbing, betting, fpeculating, gambling. 
Theſe ills, and thouſands more, th* Enchantreſs boaſts, . 
Shall deal deſtruction round BRITANNIA's coaſts. 
So Locuſts warping * on the Faſtern breeze, 
a Dread plague to herbage, bloſſoms, buds, and trees, 
In waſteful track pour on, till gorged with ſpoil, 
A barren wild they leave the verdant ſoil. 


48ER wayward Queen! what crowds thy power invoke, 
What potent kingdoms proftrate court thy yoke ! 


_ ® Locults warping on the Eaſtern wind. | 
MiL rox, Par. Loſt, B. I. v. 341. 


* See 
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See firſt the Fam unforced allegiance pay, 
The Fair to pride and pelf a conſtant prey. 
Lo! maids and matrons crowd to hail thy ſhrine, 
There honour, huſbands, heaven, and all refigh, 


The FaiR fabdued, proud Ar1810N waits our nod, 


Her Empreſs thou, thy Sire her guardian God! 
By us inſpired, ſhall Pxrxsrs and PATRIOTS join 
To barter country, 'confcience, laws, for coin. ' 
In vain ſhall Buzxz declaim, and BAnRE growl, 
R1cHMoND finance, and Rich leave his bowl ; 


In vain ſhall SzxaTzs'vote, and CHR preach, 


And &en a Moxarcn's practice morals teach: 

Our bane, each heart ſhall taint, each hand ſhall blot, 
From tinſell'd Nasoss to the tatter'd Scor. 

FREEDOM no more her fav'rite Iſle ſhall grace, 

But gilded fetters bind a falling race: | 

FaiTH, HonouR, VIRTUE, ſhall with FREEDOM fly, 

The Muss hide their heads, and Genivs die: 

Fair SCIENCE, robb'd of VirxTve's generous fire, 


Shall droop, and languiſh, and at laſt expire. 


„% BuT 


« Bur why to you. Gon v's deadly venom ; ſhow? 
Deluſive inſtrument of human woe | 
You who ſo oft its tempting charms employ 
T brones, heroes, ſtates, and kingdoms, to deſtroy? 
Did Sr ART, can THA E, Roms, its power obey, 
And ſhall one paltry Iſle reſiſt its ſway? 
SPARTA, juſt fav rite of the Powers above, 
Whoſe earth-born warriors emulated Jove ? 


Imperial Roux that kept a world in awe, 
And round her crowds of proſtrate Monarchs ſaw ? 


To whoſe wide ſway no bounds could mortals trace, | 


In Time's deep gulf, or Earth's extended ſpace ; 
Raiſed for a while to ſcourge a guilty world, - 
Cox Rur rio from her throne th' immortal Empreſs hurl'd. 


« CE ASE then freſh means of vengeance to explore, 


"ATURE ſhall fall, as SrARTA fell before.” 


Tavs ſpoke the Power whom ſordid lucre ſways, | 
ö 


And all th' aſſembled Peers his wiſdom praiſe, | j 
| Some = 
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Some whom the God's perſuaſive counſel draws, 
And others urged by floth, pronounce applauſe. 
Mouus alone; (who makes fair Truth a jeſt, 

And laughs ingenuous Virtue from the breaſt, 

On Vice and Virtue lets falſe colours fall, 

And throws a dazzling glare alike on all; 

Now gives the worthleſs knave fair Honour's prize, 
Now fops inveſts with ſacred Wiſdom's guiſe ; 

Juſt as the adverſe Sun, with tranſient rays, 

To airy clouds the richeſt tints conveys ;) 
Momus, the carping Mimic of the Shades, 

Grins on. the ſordid Fiend, and thus the reſt upbraids: 


© ILL-FATED race! by impious Folly driven, 
The curſe of Nature, from the realms of Heaven ! 
Whom greater Folly drives from Earth's domain, 
Alas! in hapleſs hour uſurp'd in vain ! 
Where has the Spirit fled, that durſt defy, 
With vaunting threats, the Monarch of the ſky ? 


D VACUNA, 
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Vacuna * ſure has now uſurpꝰd his place 
And left mankind to lull th' infernal race. 

Who has not ſeen a wretched: inſect crawl, \ 

With painful ſteps, along a bloated wall? 

Fit emblem of Mammona's lazy God, 


Who ſoothes a nation that deſerves. the rod!. 


Years after years ſhall roll with-tardy pace, 


Ere this dull God deſtroy the hated race; 
While you, meantime;. immured in dead repoſe, 


Like wretched mortals, brood upon your woes. 
Did not my inmoſt ſoul. theſe Iſles abhor,. 


And feel a rage I never felt. before, 

Shock'd by your feeble purpoſe, I would ſcorn- 

To guide a race by Fear and Folly torn. 

But while in wretched. woe immortals pine, 

Shall full-blown wreaths around BRTITANNIA ſhine > 
My ſoul deteſts the thought: but BRITAIxN's joy, 
Far other powers than Mammon's, muſt deſtroy, 


* The Goddeſs of Indolence, 
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00 We and not to Manon's God, you owe 
The fierceſt ſtings that mortal boſoms know. 

Ars oft give ſtrength to foes they mean to blaſt, 
And flow Coxxup ro ſcarcely wounds at laſt; 

But ſwift as vollied lightning from the ſkies, 

My ſubtle power thro' every boſom flies, 

While wretched man, unconſcious of the dart, 
Sports, laughs, and plays, the venom in his heart. 


« LONG pious Romans feared the Powers above, 
And trembled at the awful threats of Jove, 
With Horror eyed the-wretch that broke his troth, 
And ſpurn'd the ſacred ſanction of an oath. _ 
Each Patriot deem'd his country's cauſe his own, 
Scorn'd ſordid wealth, and burnt for fame alone:. 
Shame did not yet on Poverty attend, 
Nor crowds before the rich obſequious bend: 
Heroes the lictors for the plough reſign'd, 
And Honour only ſooth'd the generous mind. 
Awed by her power, and won by Virtue's charms, 
Rome ſaw proud Monarchs bend beneath her arms. 

Her: 
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Her bards exclaim, © Shall Time itſelf o erthrow 
A power that rules the world without a foe?” _ 


„vam dreams of joy! on airy wings they fly, 
Like parting clouds along the Summer ſky. 
Fraught with deceit, and lies, and warping wiles, 
Falſe honour, cunning, and inſidious ſmiles, 

I fled to Ron, and ſoon with ſubtle art, 

By craft, ſecured each avenue to the heart, 
Laugh'd at thoſe fears that long a world beguiled, 
Dreams of a nurſe, and bugbears for a child, 
Truth, Honour, Virtue, Friendſhip, Faith defaced, 
And made REL1c10Nn's ſelf a ſtanding jeſt. 

Rome's feeble ſons now ſhrink from Glory's field, 
And deathleſs wreaths to guilty pleaſures yield: 

A country's cauſe no more each boſom warms, 

No more does honour rouſe the ſoul to arms: 


Oaths, promiſes, and vows, ſoon loſe their ſway, 


And knaves no longer ſhun the face of day. 


Men burſt thoſe chains that vulgar bofoms bind, 


And deem it honour to deceive mankind. 
4 


For 
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For what are Laws without REL1G10N's ties? 
What but a ſapleſs trunk that ſhrinks and dies ? 


—From vice to vice the tainted offspring ran, 
And Discorp finiſh'd what their crimes began. 
Sapp'd by my wiles, the PRIDE of Acts fell, 


And ſhouts of triumph fill'd th* abyſs of Hell *, 


« PROUD as her bulwarks ride from pole to pole, 
Thus too ſhall BRITAIN from her center roll. 

Soon from her Iſle ſhall routed Virtue fly, 

And white-rob'd Faith, bleſt offspring of the ſky, 
And pious fears, that keep each knave in awe, 

And fetter miſcreants that elude the law. i 

Judges no more ſhall ſacred Truth obey, 

And pamper'd Prieſts ſhall ſoon forget to pray: 


* Je crois, ſays Monteſquieu, que la ſecte d Epicure, qui 
s' introduiſit a Rome, ſur la fin de la Republique, contribua beau- 
coup a gater le cœur et leſprit des Romains,—La Religion eſt 

toujours le meilleur garant que l'on puiſſe avoir des hommes. 
Grand. des Rom. C. x. 
E Warriors 


Warriors ſhall ſtoop to taint a Virgin's fame, 
And loſe the Hero's in the Lover's name; 

The Muſe's tarniſh'd bays forget to ſhine, 

Or round the Coxcomb's brainleſs temples twine, 


Bur not my complicated wiles alone 
Shall tear this hated Empreſs from her throne: 
Let Mammon, big with ſelf- importance riſe, 
Boaſt of his wiles, and other aid deſpiſe; ; 

If power united, mortals can embroil, 


Be mine to ſhare the honour and the toil. 


Bur let no ſneaking Sprite my ſteps purſue, 
Whoſe daſtard boſom ſhrinks from danger's view. 
No! let the fierceſt Fiend that roams thro' Hell, 
To aid my vengeance, leave her bloated cell: 

A ſquallid Fiend ! whom Sifter-fiends abhor, 


Who lives by death, and preys on human gore ; 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe ſhapeleſs form even SATAN hates to trace, 
And ſhrinks with horror from her foul embrace “. 
- Let dire ALEcTo join her ſtings to mine, | 
And all the hiſſing brood that round her twine. 

A thouſand noxious forms at will ſhe takes, 

And works a thouſand miſchiefs by her ſnakes. 
"Tis hers with rage e'en brothers to inſpire, 
And rouſe the Son to arms againſt his Sire, 
Thro' towns and realms the hideous ſnakes to throw, 
That curl in horrid circles round her brow. 
Where'er on earth ſhe waves her deadly brand, 
War's iron ſcourges deſolate the land, 

From ſoul to ſoul the kindled frenzy flies, 


And added fuel each new crime ſuplies. 


* Odit et ipſe pater Pluton: odere ſorores 
Tartareæ monſtrum; tot ſeſe vertit in ora, 


Tam ſævæ facies, tot pullulat atra colubris. 
Virs, Eneid. VII. 327. 


HY 


+ Tu potes unanimos armare in prelia fratres, 
Atque odiis verſare domos: tibi nomina mille 
Mille nocendi artes. Ib. v. 337. 
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« Fox know what Heaven's eternal laws ordain, 
(Which Fiends may curſe, but muſt reſiſt in vain) 
_ Where'er unſpotted Virtue rules mankind, 
ALtecTo's hiſſing ſnakes no entrance find: 
Honour and Truth th' infernal Fury foil, 
And back upon herſelf her darts recoil. 
But ſoon as injured Virtue leaves the ſtage, 
No more does Heaven oppoſe che Fury's rage; 
To mortal breaſts an eaſy way ſhe knows, 
And ſtraight thro every vein her venom flows. 
Without my aid what were ALztcTo's charms ? 


What, but a fetter'd madman's frantic arms? 
But when my ſneering wiles prepare the way, 
And crimes on crimes obſcure the face of day; 
When hooted Virtue's venerable form, | 
Sinks like the drooping dove beneath the ſtorm, 
The vollied light'ning's darts, the earthquake's ire, 


The whirlwind's vortex, or volcano's fire, 


Or e' en the wars that angry zealots wage, 
| Are mild, compared to DiscoRD's deadly rage. 
| 2 „LET 
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« Le then this Fiend her noxious venom dart, 
And blaſt each virtue in each BRITISH heart. 

SENATES, no More revered, ſhall blindly ſtray, 

Where Paſſion, Pride, or Party, lead the way, 

And loud ConTzNnT1on's clam'rous voice ſhall riſe, 
While Concord hence to happier regions flies, 

PoLiTics dark, diſtracted, out of joint, 

Like weather-cocks, ſhall veer from point to point. 
PaTR1oTs ſhall rave in black SzDrT1on's cauſe, 

And court ſrom ConTRADICTION blind applauſe, 

Men, Meaſures, Miniſters, indignant curſe, 
 Poſts—Penſfions—Loans—Douceurs—new Taxes---worſe! 
While Mobs huzza, and Wits with ſneering face, 
Whiſper, „A Farce !---his Lordſhip's out of place.“ 
Blown by their breath ſhall ſparks long ſmother'd riſe, 


And in one wide combuſtion reach the ſkies. 


© THRICE happy brawls ! behold! Oh glorious fight ? 


CoLuMBIAN®* mice transform'd to men of might! 


* American, 
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See Hocus *=—-$1,v300Ts j—PLoTcock f—P1LLs F advance, 
The ſpawn of Faction, and the tools of France. 

Sec Taylors, Tinkers, Pazsons ||, Pedlars, Crones, 

At morn in muck—at mid-day blaze on thrones, 


Such magic pranks, ſuch wonders manifold, 


hall PrxoTzan PATRIOTS work in that bleſt age of gold! 


«*« But ſhall vain wranglings ſate the Fury's rage, 
And bloodleſs brawls her burning thirſt aſſwage ? 
No! tho' ALECT0's hands are bathed in gore, 


With rage inſatiate ſtill ſhe thirſts for more. 
Soon horrid War ſhall deſolate the plain, 
And BriT184 blood ſhall BRITISH warriors ſtain; 


REBELLION now her rugged trump ſhall ſound, 


And where the Muſes ſung, the din of arms rebound, 
So when contending clouds obſcure the day, 
Scarce trembling drops at firſt, can force their way ; 
But ſoon from cloud to cloud the lightning flies, 
And peals of thunder rend the diſtant ſkies, 

Dr. Franklin. ＋ Adams. I Hancock. 


$ Arnold, bred an Apothecary. Dr. Witherſpoon. 
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Thus Britain's feuds, confined at firſt, ſhall roll 
At length, with tenfold rage, from pole to pole.” 


Tavs Momus ſpoke; joy gleams in every eye, 
And to the loud applauſe, Hell's domes reply. | 
So when ſome rich young Peerling-poſts to town, , 
Coach—Millions—Manors—Morals, now his own, 
Pimps, Fiddlers, Brokers, Gamblers, Bawds accord, 
To hail with ſhouts of joy this wondrous Lord. 
The dazzling prize attracts each harpy's eye, 
From breaſt to breaſt the kindling tranſports fly. 


Tur ſage advice could ſoothe e'en SaTan's breaſt, 
Who thus in flatt'cing ſtrains his thanks expreſt: 


« WELL, Momus, haſt thou ſpoke ! thy counſel draws | | 
From heaven-born Princes merited applauſe. 
But why deſpiſe great Mau uox's proffer'd aid? 
This crafty warrior, why with ſloth upbraid! 
Like the deluſive Meteor's dazzling ray, a 


His baneful venom ſhines but to betray. 
/ Where'er 
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Where'er he roams, to Farth's remoteſt bounds, ; 
His gilded arrows reach unerring wounds. 

Yes, MAMmoN ! grateful Hell reveres thy name, 
And ruin'd States thy magic power proclaim. | 


Sunk by thy arm in dim Oblivion 8 grave, 
See Tr#zx faintly rolls his humble Wave: ©9959: 12.7 02 


And ſoon old Trans his proſtrate ſons ſhall mourn, 2 
And ev ry Nara weep from every urn. 4 
I ſee BxI TAN NIA naked and forlorn IT 
Her thunders mute, her flags in pieces torn; ; KEEN SCP 
1 ſee the foe” inſult her trophied buſt, 3d R626 e 

And all _ bhogours mould'ring Forge duſt. | 
ad 


« Go, Powers combin'd! ! to N ab bend your way, 
And crimes and follies gild with Faſhion's ray : 


Then let ALEcTo' s ſnakes your ſteps purſue, l # 


That BRITAIN only BRITAIN may ſubdue.” 
G » AE. by 
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